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Normally, Shelley and Elsa would not have been placed in the same room since they were two years apart in age. As it happened though, Shelley had been accelerated academically by one whole year while Elsa, who was nearly seventeen, had been held back a grade due to a lengthy bout with scarlet fever. The accommodations mistress at the Highsmith Academy had thought hard about keeping the girls boarded with their own age groups but, largely due to practical considerations, she finally placed them together in a third floor room at the back of the main building.

By coincidence, both girls ended up arriving at the campus three weeks earlier than the other students due to the fact of their respective parents going abroad. Shelley arrived three weeks to the day before the fall semester began and Elsa arrived the next afternoon. It was nearing suppertime when Shelley, reading on her bed, was startled by a sharp rap on the open door of her room. She looked up to see a tallish, slender girl with long dark hair standing in the entryway with a brace of suitcases.

"Well… it doesn't look to awful bad, I suppose," the girl announced as she surveyed the tiny room. She flicked an errant tendril of hair from her deep brown eyes and smiled at Shelley in a friendly way. "I'm Elsa Kent, by the way," she said. "Apparently we are slated to be roomies…"

"I know," replied Shelley, setting down her book. "The house mistress told me you'd be coming today. My name's Shelley… Shelley Hardwick."

"Pleased to meet you I'm sure," said Elsa, striding into the room and depositing her bags on the bunk across from Shelley's. "How is old fartface anyway?" she asked. "Still not shaven off that moustache yet?"

"You mean Miss Lambert?" giggled Shelley, referring to the stern housemistress with the heavily shadowed upper lip she'd met the day before. "Yes… she still has it… the moustache, I mean" She paused and then added. "So… this isn't your first year here, then?"

"Oh, Lord no," groaned Elsa. "I've been here donkey's years now." Her voice seemed to come as though from the mists of time but then she shrugged. "Well… two semesters anyway," she amended.

Shelley looked at her new roommate in silence for a moment. Although pretty enough, with a lovely mane of ash-blonde hair and a nicely developing figure, she labored under the persistent belief that she was plain. She was a little in awe of the strikingly, gorgeous newcomer who seemed quite sophisticated and poised and she had the sudden feeling of certainty that half the younger girls would develop crushes on the pretty older teen before the first week of classes was up. She hesitated before speaking again.

"Um… do you like it here?" she asked shyly. Elsa paused in reflection as she looked out the tiny window between the beds. The room was garret-style, tucked in under the eaves of the old building and tendrils of ivy curled about the window frame.

"It's okay once you get past the daily beatings," she answered. "And, of course, there was that poor girl who was strangled last term for failing history." She shot a sidelong glance at the startled Shelley and burst into laughter. By tradition, the school was never described as being less than one step removed from a concentration camp but she could see by Shelley's open-eyed look of horror that she'd overdone it.

"Relax…" she chuckled with a dismissive wave of her hand. "It's not that bad actually. Most of the teachers are okay and anyone can fit in as long as their not total drips…" She smiled warmly. "And," she added, "I'd say you don't fit into that category, at least."

"Oh… Well, thanks," replied Shelley a little weakly. She was a little unsure as to how to take the obviously personable older girl and she watched in silence as Elsa walked over to the doorway that led into the adjoining bathroom. It was quite a large room but, during the semester proper, it would have to be shared by eight girls. There were two toilets, two showers, two sinks, and a long wide bench running down the center of the room.

"Going to be crowded in here in the mornings," she observed gloomily.

"Not for three weeks yet," Shelley reminded her. Elsa nodded absently and returned to her bed.

"Well… I suppose I better get all this crap put away," she sighed. She undid the clasps on the first suitcase and Shelley climbed up from her bed.

"Need any help?" she asked, crossing the short stretch of floor between them. Elsa shook her head and began tossing items from the suitcase somewhat haphazardly into the bureau at the foot of her bed. 

"Oh… I can manage, thanks," she replied. Shelley sat down on the bed beside the suitcase and her attention was suddenly caught by a rather odd-looking object inside. She reached for it.

"That's a rather strange looking hot-water bottle," she commented. Elsa followed her gaze and then looked at the younger girl levelly.

"You've never seen an enema bag before?" she asked in some surprise. Shelley looked up sharply. 

"Is… is that what that is?" she gasped. She had already picked up the long, white plastic nozzle but she dropped it hurriedly as realization dawned and a flush of embarrassment spread across her pretty features. "You mean… you mean you put that in your… well, up your bottom?" she asked in disbelief. Elsa laughed easily.

"It's the only way I know to give yourself an enema," she chuckled. "Don't tell me you've never had one before?" 

"Oh God, no…" replied Shelley, her blush turning a deeper shade of red. "How on earth can you do that?"

"It's good for you to do it once in a while," shrugged Elsa. "And besides… it's not nearly as terrible as it sounds."

"Well… I don't know," began Shelley. "It just sounds so… so… " She spread her arms as words failed her and shuddered dramatically. Elsa laughed again.

"Don't knock it 'til you've tried it, sweetie," she said. She picked up the contraption and dropped it unceremoniously into her bottom drawer, closing it with her foot just as the shrill rattle of the dinner bell summoned them. "Oh God," she sighed resignedly. "I suppose we better go see what muck they've decided to poison us with tonight…"

***

By the end of the following week, Shelley and Elsa had got to know each other very well and, despite the two-year difference in their ages, had become fast friends. There were no classes of course, and except for a few light chores in the mornings, their days were pretty much their own. They had hiked through much of the pleasant countryside surrounding the school and had even visited the little nearby village a few times, but the enforced idleness had begun to pall a little and they both found they were rather looking forward to the beginning of term. On Saturday it had rained steadily all afternoon, with great gray clouds glowering at the school from over the hills, and the one television channel available in the common room was nothing but snowy static. After supper, feeling a little out of sorts, Shelley had laid on her bed to read.

"You're looking a little peaked, there roomie…" said Elsa, emerging from the bathroom. "Are you feeling alright?" She had just finished showering and a few tendrils of steam curled through the doorway behind her. She had a towel wrapped around her hair and a pair of flip-flops on her well-manicured feet. She had replaced her uniform skirt while still in the bathroom but her beautifully formed breasts were unabashedly bare. 

"Just a bit of a tummy ache," replied Shelley, looking fixedly at her book. She came from a family who were all rather private about bathroom functions and she had still not got used to her roommate's somewhat casual approach to nudity.

"Probably that Shepherd's Pie for supper," rejoined Elsa. "The smell of it would knock a buzzard from a shit wagon…" Shelley smiled wanly at the earthy turn of phrase and shook her head.

"I doubt that's it," she replied. "I've been like this for a couple of days now…" 

"You might be a little bunged up," said Elsa. "I've got Ex-lax… you want to try one?"

"Already got one from the nurse yesterday," answered Shelley. "Didn't help any…" Elsa shook her head with a look of mock solemnity.

"Uh oh, roomie," she said gravely. "Looks like more drastic measures are in order…"

"More drastic measures?" queried Shelley. "What do you mean by…" Suddenly her eyes opened wide as Elsa bent to retrieve her enema bag from its drawer and she shook her head firmly. "Oh no… not that, Elsa."

"Oh, don't be silly, Shelley," sighed the pretty teenager. "I've been having these since I was a little girl and sometimes it’s the only thing that makes you feel better." She waved the bag at her embarrassed young roommate. "Come on… you trust your Auntie Elsa, don't you?" Shelley ignored the entreaty and swallowed hard.

"I don't… I mean, I couldn't…" she began helplessly. "I don't have any idea what to do for a start." Elsa laughed and rolled her eyes.

"Don't worry about that, silly," she replied. "I'll help you…"

At this suggestion, a sudden bloom of color rose in Shelley's cheeks and she gawked at Elsa. "Oh… Oh no, I couldn't really," she stammered in embarrassed confusion. Elsa was unmoved, however.

"Sure you could," she replied firmly. She bent down and grasped her roommate's wrist, pulling her easily up from the bed. "Now come on," she said more gently and then giggled. "I promise to be gentle with you, young lady…"

"Oh Elsa… please… I really don't think this is a good idea," Shelley half-whispered as she was propelled into the bathroom.

"You will," said Elsa in a tone that suggested finality. "Now… just trust me, okay?"

***

It was still quite steamy in the spacious washroom and the air felt close. There was only a single light bulb on over one of the sinks and the dim, almost shadowy lighting was actually rather comforting. Shelley was still apprehensive and reluctant about what was going to happen but, to her surprise, she also found that she was a little intrigued despite herself. She watched nervously as Elsa began to fill the large red bag at one of the sinks.

"Alright… get 'em off, roomie," Elsa said over her shoulder.

"My… my clothes?" stammered Shelley nervously. "You mean… all of them?"

"Well, duh… honey," her roommate giggled. "Staying dressed would be like… well, like fucking with your panties on." Shelley blinked at the bluntness of the simile and looked at Elsa uncertainly. "Well… come on, then," the older girl chided. "Get 'em off…"

Shelley's fingers felt thick and awkward as she undid the buttons of her blouse and took it off. She was bra-less underneath and the pink tipped orbs of her small breasts were pale in the soft light. She watched as Elsa completed filling the enema equipment and then opened a small sponge bag that lay on the vanity. She withdrew a small bottle and squeezed half-dozen drops into the open mouth of the red rubber bag.

"I'm adding a little oil of wintergreen," she said. "It keeps you nice and fresh…" She brought the enema bag and the sponge bag over to the bench in the middle of the room and then carefully hung the former from a low hanging light fixture. The hose with the rather alarming looking nozzle dangled down to the floor and Shelley regarded it nervously. Elsa stepped back and then, almost as an afterthought, stripped off her green school uniform skirt. "No point worrying about splashes," she explained.

Despite her nervousness, Shelley could not help but stare in frank admiration at the pretty and definitely non-school issue bikini style panties that Elsa was wearing. They were a soft, almost satiny white with delicately scalloped edges and there was a floral pattern of tiny openings over the crotch through which a few stray black curls protruded. It was a lovely feminine garment and an order of magnitude more attractive than the proper uniform drawers.

"You'll get in trouble if they catch you with those," observed Shelley. Elsa shrugged carelessly.

"Oh sure…" she agreed. "But they are pretty aren't they?" she added, pushing out he hip as she admired herself. She ran her hand lightly over the curve of her bottom and then looked up. "Hurry up, now," she ordered with an impatient little wave of her hand.

Shelley undid her skirt and slipped it off, revealing the plain functional institutional style panties underneath. Elsa gave a wry smile at their rather unattractive appearance and turned to the towel rail behind her with a shake of her head. While her back was turned, Shelly slid down her panties and stood there anxiously, her hands cupped over the tiny patch of downy hair at the top of her virginal pubic mound. When Elsa turned around, holding a large white towel, she sighed at the sight of her roommate.

"God… you are so shy…" she marveled, rolling her eyes dramatically. She spread the towel down on the wide bench with a little flourish and patted the top of it. "Down here," she said.

"What… what do you want me to do?" asked Shelley, her voice little more than a whisper.

"Well… some people do it lying on their side," began Elsa. "But, I think it will be easier if you get on your hands and knees."

"Hands and knees?" queried Shelley. "You mean with my bottom all… all…"

"With your bum in the air… yes," finished Elsa. "Come on, now," she said, patting the towel again.

Awkwardly, Shelley climbed onto the towel on her knees and bent over until her forearms were resting on the blanket. It felt humiliating to be exposed like this but she also discovered to her surprise that she was nervously excited as well. There was a fluttery feeling deep in the pit of her stomach that was not entirely unpleasant. "Is… is this okay?" she asked anxiously.

"Just fine, roomie," Elsa replied. "But why don't you shuffle forward a bit and spread your knees just a little further apart, okay?"

"Uh… sure. Okay…" said Shelley. She did as she was told and blushed deeper still as she realized that the cheeks of her bottom were now spread widely apart, affording Elsa as intimate a view as anyone had ever had of her. She looked behind her to see her roommate sit down just behind her and pick up the enema nozzle. She felt a sudden stab of anxiety when she saw the thickness of it.

"Oh, God," she said with a little giggle that was entirely nervousness. "That looks so big…"

"Yeah it is," replied Elsa, seriously. "In fact, for your first time, I'm going to use something else." Deftly, she unscrewed the large white nozzle and the put it into her sponge bag, taking a different one out as she did so. It was longer than the first but much thinner, only the thickness of Shelley's little finger, and it was curved slightly. Like the first nozzle, it had a bulbous tip but, again, the width of it was far less fearsome to look at. Shelley was relieved a little but she was far from being completely relaxed.

"Now don't worry about it hurting," said Elsa. "There's only a slight discomfort as the nozzle starts to go in and I'm going to use lot's of lubricant, okay?"

"Uh… okay," murmured Shelley uncertainly.

Elsa now moved right in behind Shelley, removing a squeezable tube from her sponge bag as she positioned herself. Shelley's pretty bottom cheeks were now open before her and the little puckered eye of her asshole lay in between, just a little darker than the pale surrounding skin. It was prettily feminine, smoothly unblemished and hairless, and it had a delicate appearance like a little tan rosebud. Elsa squirted a generous glop of cream onto her index finger and placed her other hand over the small of Shelley's back. 

"I'm just going to relax you a little before using the nozzle," she said. "Okay?" The response was a somewhat muted mumble that might have been assent and then Shelley flinched slightly as Elsa placed her index finger in between her roommate's cheeks and began to smear the cool cream over and around her tight little hole. She circled it slowly, almost teasing the sensitive skin and Shelley, who had been holding her breath, exhaled audibly. She seemed to relax a little and then she gasped suddenly as Elsa pressed the pad of her finger against her anus and pushed gently until the tip slid inside the muscular ring within.

"Easy, now," Elsa breathed. She slid her finger in just a little deeper, pushing in the cream and then she twisted it slowly, massaging the firm sphincter gripping her. "There… that's not so bad, is it, Shelley?" There was a pause before Shelley answered and when she did her voice was strained and dry.

"It… it's okay," she managed to reply, her eyes screwed tightly shut. Elsa withdrew her finger for a moment and added a fresh dollop of cream before reinserting it. This time, it slid inside a little easier and she pushed it in to just past the first knuckle, twisting it a little before sliding in and out again slowly. "Oh… oh jeez," Shelley whispered as Elsa pressed deeper and deeper inside. She had been apprehensive as Elsa first began but she was finding the intimacy of the contact strangely compelling and, if the truth be told, surprisingly pleasurable. Unconsciously, she pushed her hips back to meet he roommate's probing finger.

"Well… I'd say you're ready," announced Elsa a minute or so later. She slid out her finger and picked up the curved nozzle, smearing it with cream before raising it to the younger girl's waiting bottom. She pushed, sliding the bulbous tip past the tight anal ring almost effortlessly, and then the length of the implement was slipping easily into the depths of Shelley's rectum. "There…. See? It's nothing you can't handle," she added gently, a note of something approaching satisfaction in her voice.

Elsa now reached over to release the sliding clamp that pinched off the connector hose about halfway up. She unclipped it and then there was a brief gurgling sound as the fluid inside the bag began to flow. For Shelley there was no sensation at first except a slight pressure as the air in the nozzle was forced out and then the cool water was rushing into her. She emitted a little startled grunt at the novel sensation and her hips jolted in reaction. Elsa patted her left cheek lightly before grasping the protruding end of the nozzle to hold it in place.

"Relax, Shelley," she murmured softly. "There's a little over a quart in the bag and I want you to let me know if it starts to get uncomfortable, okay?"

"O… okay," Shelley grunted tightly. The flow of water was actually pleasant and gentle and she allowed her face to rest between her forearms as it began to fill her. The fluid was not quite cold but she felt an odd sensation as though a fine mist was being sprayed onto her lower abdomen. She shivered at the unusual phenomenon and felt her body relax under the soothing influx. "It… it feels sort of… nice," she admitted shyly a moment later.

For several minutes the steady flow continued and then the mounting pressure in Shelley's tummy became quite intense. She shifted on her knees a little, trying to ease the slight discomfort and Elsa held tightly to the nozzle.

"Just a little more, Elsa," she said. "Hang in there, okay?" She reached beneath Shelley with her free hand and started to lightly massage the girl's smooth, flat stomach.

"It's getting to be a lot, Elsa" came the reply as Shelley raised her head again. "I don't know if I can hold it all inside me"

"You'll be okay… just wait another second or two…"

After a moment, the flow finally dwindled to a trickle. Elsa continued to massage Shelley's stomach for a minute or so longer and then Shelley heard her rummaging inside the little sponge bag. "It's really important we leave the enema in for a bit," Elsa said. "I'm going to take the nozzle out and put in a plug, okay?"

"A plug?" asked Shelley with a trace of alarm in her voice. Elsa chuckled softly.

"Yes, Miss scaredy-cat…" she said. "Nothing you can't handle… just something to make sure you don't leak. Alright?"

"Al… alright," answered Shelley doubtfully.

With a practiced deftness, Elsa quickly withdrew the nozzle and quickly inserted a small black rubber plug about three inches long and almost an inch wide. It was tapered, rising to its widest point about midway along, and then it narrowed again toward the handle. Shelley gave a little squeak of surprise as it twisted inside.

"God… that's big," she gasped.

"Doesn't hurt, though. Does it?" queried Elsa. Shelley mumbled something inaudible with a shake of her head and then allowed her face to drop between her forearms again as Elsa resumed the gentle massage of her stomach. "Feeling a bit better now," Elsa asked.

The massage did indeed seem to ease the tightness in Shelley's tummy and the soft touch of her roommate's fingers was very pleasant. It was intimate, sending warm little tremors of pleasure through her stomach wall, and there was something rather exciting about the almost teasing way that Elsa's fingers were straying further and further down the flat plane of her stomach. 

A silence seemed to descend on the room as the massage continued and Shelley was suddenly aware of the steady breathing of her roommate. It was a relaxing, measured sound and the young girl felt an almost drowsy sense of euphoria as the pleasant sensations continued. Again, Elsa's fingertips swept close enough to brush the edge of the downy little patch at the top of Shelley's pubic mound and the girl stiffened slightly, confused a little by the unexpected little electric jolt the touch afforded her. As the hand retreated again, she relaxed a bit, sure that the contact had been accidental but then incredibly, in a heart stopping move that left no doubt, Elsa's fingers were suddenly sliding through her sparse pubic tangle and down to cup the plump little saddle between her legs.  

"Elsa?" Shelley gasped in sudden alarm. "Oh… Elsa… Elsa… I…" The words suddenly died in her throat as her roommate's index and middle fingers traced down along the narrow little channel between her thick outer lips and then gently teased them apart. She had been shocked by the boldness of the maneuver, incredulous that such a thing could be happening, but the sudden arousal that bloomed in the pit of her stomach overcame her alarm. All further words of protest dissolved in a low, gentle moan of excited pleasure. 

Elsa held Shelley cupped with her left hand and then brought her right hand between Shelley's legs from behind, sliding it up the inside of one deliciously smooth thigh and allowing the fingers to seek out the damp, warmth of her exposed cunt. As she did this, she withdrew her left hand from its rather awkward exploration and leaned in a little closer. The weight of her breast lay against her roommate's hip and Shelley shivered as the firmly erect nipple grazed against her. Her own little nipples seemed to swell to bullet-hard little points of pleasure in a delightfully sympathetic response.

Shelley was deliciously wet now. The pink fronds of her delicate inner labia were glistening as Elsa spread them gently with her fingers and then slipped the tip of her index into the slippery hotness. Shelley jerked, her hips rising for better access, and she moaned again as Elsa slid her finger into the depths of her. Slowly, Elsa began to thrust her finger in and out, pushing down with the pad of her finger and massaging the sensitive bundle of nerves just behind the younger girl's hard pubic ridge.

"Oh… Oh, Jesus, Elsa…" Shelley gasped. Elsa had scissored her fingers now, one thrust deep inside and the other flat along the crevice between Shelley's outer lips, and she teased the pink nubbin of the girl's clitoris where it peeked out from beneath it's fleshy hood. She continued to massage, gripping her fingers together in measured rhythm and then, with a sudden sob of absolute pleasure, Shelley bucked her hips in orgasm and thrust herself again and again against the probing fingers of her beautiful friend. She sobbed again, almost gasping for breath, and tears were glistening on her cheeks when the wonderful aftershocks finally died away.

"Oh God, Elsa," she panted a moment later. "I never…. Never had that before. I didn't know it could be like that…" Her roommate chuckled softly and then lightly kissed the projecting blade of her hip.

"Then it's high time someone helped you out, roomie," she teased.

Elsa disengaged herself and sat back. "I think you can manage the next part by yourself," she said. "Once you get into the toilet, you'll have to remove the plug so you can drain… can you handle it?"

"Okay… yes. I can do that," answered Shelley a little weakly. She gingerly raised herself up from the bench and made a quick, curiously duck-like waddle into the nearest stall. She closed the door automatically before she sat and then she reached behind her to remove the black rubber implement, gasping with relief as the contents inside her gushed out in a decidedly unmusical and slightly embarrassing spray. She continued to expel, struck by the powerful smell of wintergreen and then the flow decreased to a few final trickles. Afterward, she cleaned herself carefully before finally emerging once again.

When she opened the door, Shelley saw, with a little jolt of surprise, that Elsa had removed her panties. Automatically, her eyes dropped to the thick, luxuriant bush that curved down between her roommate's legs and she was surprised by the sudden rush of excitement it gave her. She also saw that Elsa was holding the enema hose and that she had replaced the thin curving nozzle with the original thick one. She looked up into the older girl's pretty face and was rewarded with a mischievous wink that was very nearly lascivious.

"Ready to do me, roomie?" Elsa asked.

The End

